;                        122           LIFE ON THE STAGE
I                             had grown to know me, and often on Monday morning
|                             he or she would come over to our group and shake hands
?|                            kindly, to my great pleasure.   One morning, while we
F                            were rehearsing " Lady Audley's Secret/' Mrs. Bowers,
I    ,                        whom I greatly admired, came over to me, and remarked:
I                            "You hard-hearted little wretch!    I've been watching
|                           you;  you are treating that boy shamefully!    Don't you
/                            know Murdoch is a gentleman?"
I was surprised, and rather quickly answered:  " Well, p                            have I treated him as if he were not a gentleman ? "
I                               She was called just then, but when the act. was over
.*                            she came to me again, and taking my hand in her right,
! |                            she began beating it up and down upon her left:  " You
fare not vexed, are you ? " she asked.   " Don't be;  I only wonder how you can do it, and you are so young!   Why," she sighed, from her very soul it seemed to me, " Why," t#                                 she went on, " ever since I was fourteen years old I have
., |                                been loving some man who has not loved me! "   Tears
*                                rose thickly into her eyes.   " I am always laying my heart
\                                down  for some man to trample  on!"    She glanced
|                                 toward Mr. McCollom (he who was six feet tall and
j                                 handsome), a little smile trembled on her lips.   I caught
j                                 her fingers on a swift impulse and squeezed them, she
, *                                 squeezed back answeringly;  we understood each other,
she was casting her heart down again, unasked.    Her eyes carne back to me.   " Yours is the best way, but I'm too old to learn now, I shall have to go on seeking — x j                                 always seeking! "
*1                                     "And finding, surely finding!" I answered, honestly,
for I could not imagine anyone resisting her.
" Do you think so ? " she said, eagerly; then, rather sadly, she added: " Still it would be nice to be sought once, instead of always seeking."
Poor woman!   Charming actress as she was, she did not exaggerate in declaring she was always casting her heart before someone.   She married Mr. McCollom, and lived with him in adoring affection till death took him. The last time I saw her she was my guest here at " The